AT         THE         MENIN         GATE

strength. Now that his first opportunity had come
he seized on it like a tiger. Young John wondered
why his father, usually so particular, neglected the
elementary precautions of lunch and tea. He did not
realise that John Ware, senior, was feeding himself
to the full on the feast of memories provided for him
by Poperinghe, Toe House, Hill 60, Passchendaele,
Zonnebeke, Hell Fire Corner and a host of other places
that were merely queer names to his offspring. John
Ware, senior, had no time to be hungry.

But young John found it thin fare for a growing
boy. As the hours passed he grew less and less in-
terested in his father's unchecked flow of sentimental
reminiscence. At last it became difficult to pay any
attention at all. He tried to conceal his boredom,
and his impatience to return to Ostend. He did not
want to hurt his father's feelings But he wished he
hadn't come. He couldn't pump up the continual
enthusiasm expected of him. To him these old battle
sites looked very unimpressive. Just like any other
bare dreary fields in the rain There was nothing he
could see to get excited about. . . .

His father, of course, was seeing labyrinths of
trenches in which grim, mud-stained, khaki figures (of
whom he was one) crouched under ferocious barrages.
He revelled in the bath of diverse emotions evoked
by his memories. Descending the slope of Hill 60,
young John tripped over some rusty barbed wire,
a relic of the old entrenchments, still half-buried in
the soil. The result was a badly grazed knee and a
long tear in a new pair of trousers. Had the latter
misfortune happened to young John in the school
playground back in England, his father would have
expressed unpleasant annoyance. But now, he
thought it a great joke.

"Like  father,  like   son,"   he   laughed,   clapping
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